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What girdles of fire amid Sun and Moon! The moon yellow in a ringlet of sleep! I hear the Sun quenching the thirsty deep -Of a sky of a heart beating in the noon Of unbraced sinews of joy jejune; The simile-bird with its silvery peep Of sushumna sapphired in the sleep           r
Of ruby-red intones of flowing tune; My Soma stirs not like a vase brimming With evergreens watered by wet air-spell Draining the heat, with honey-bees steeping Thier murmurous tresses in the tank full, Beating unseen wings fit to touch my thing Of lily-snap-joy on nenuphar's shelf.
xc
Lead my reflex-soul thro' a viewless route Where thy fine pollen fall-out oscillates Now like a pullover'd sky with its gates; E'erywhere the same pollen spills to shoot Opening its branched wonders bearing fruit, And now gravity acts not on the skates Of thought-pair mass-less rolling as plates Of patented Pritvi, manyMerus' root, Heavier now, frisking to its locus-will Desiring anything down to experience, Enticing worlds-all by an iota-hill, . Disciplining the order of Beings and Ens, 0! you pitch your octagonal centre still.er's rift In dozing perception with timid guilts brood! wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
